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When It Looks Like I Will Wilt
Logan Moody
When it looks like I will wilt
or my prickles will fail me,
take me
(before sunrise)
from the soil I am rooted in
and remove my petals.
Crush them. Steam them.
Distill me.
Collect my attar and contain it.
The bottle will be almost empty,
but that’s okay.
Fill the rest of the glass
with memories
and romance.
When you start to feel low
or lost
open the vial and take in the aroma.
You’ll remember our wild mountain,
the sound of voices in the night,
and a dream riding along the burning tail of a star.
You will remember me.
